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<5er this Sports 



PEDOMETER 





rffififS YOUR CHANCE 
TO OWN THIS AMAZING 
IMS TRUM£NT. SCIENTIFICALLY 
DESIGNED. STURDY 
CONSTRUCTION. THINK 
OF GETTING A GENUINE 
PEDOMETER FOR 





WITH ONE BOXTOP FROM 
BETTY CROCKER _ m 

SOUP ■ " * 



Olympic Games— right in the neighbor- 
hood! Lav out an official track in vacant 
lot or park. Use Pedometer to measure 
distances. See who's the running champ 
in your gang! Get your Pedometer n 



FOR -HlKES ! Pedometer tells you 
how far you travelled on hikes— cormts 
every step! Have your gang guess how far 
it is to camping grounds. Prove with ped- 
ometer who's nearest right! 
Send order to Box 252, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 
Offer made so you'll try the Betty Crocker 
Vegetable Noodle or Green Split Pea Soup. Both 
swell tasting. Good for you, too. I 
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CULTURE CORNER 



HOW TO COOL 
YOUR GRUEL 



CONDUCTID BY 
CROUCHES K. CONK O.Q.C. 

(QUEEft OLD COOT 1 , 



...THEN NEATLY 5 DP IT 
JPWITH YOUR NAPKIN, | 
AND WRING IT BACK 
INTO YOUR BOWL... 



THE SOUP WOULD THEN BE COOL 
ENOUGH TO SLUP UP. HOW/EVES, IF 
THERE ARE AUTHOR QTHEP 
INJECTS ON THE FLOOR, YOU 
fhM PROUJN THE POOR THIN&V 
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WHAT'S OLD \ THE RAILROAP TRACKS 
MAN FORBES \RUN RlOHT ALONGSIDE 
RAISING SUCH J HIS CATTLE RANGER 

ABOUT \ — AS A BOIL 'CUZ WHEN J 
mS» 5 HIS CATTLE STRAY ONTO 
J THE TRACKS THEY GIT 

HIT BY THE TRAINS.*. 




^4yOU KNOW THE TRAIN 

'acomims through tomorrow 
is carrying a h£my 
shipment of cold, 
wal, we're gonna 
' blow up that train 
and |n the confusion 
git the gold' - 
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Hear that WHISTLE! -Look at 'em GO! See that Steam Lo(o puff SMOKE! 



This is fun! This is excitement! This is the 
thrill of a lifetime! Are you one of the boys 
who is going to build a model Lionel Train 
layout this year? You will want al! the lat- 
est information on the new LIONEL locos, 



cars, and accessories. You will want to SEE 
the exciting new lionel Trains at your 
dealer's. But, above all, send for the big 
color catalog and special offer, below: See 
Lionel Trains in stereoptican 3-dimension. 



SpeciafOfft fpfHi 

f W e send you beautiful 36-pooe «yjjjT 

Full Color LIONfl Train Catalog. 
2 Set of 3-Dimeniional Views 

of LiOnil Train i in oetion. 
J Pair of Stereoptican Eyeglass 

^ Special kit of 6 cut-out colorf i 
buildings for your Train Layout 

Entire package only 25r to cover mailing anc 
handling costs. Quantities limited, so pleas* 
order early. It's a wonderful offer, boys! 





Trains, P.O. Box 310 
Madison Square Station 
New York 10, New York 
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WICKY'S PONY EXPRESS 



A Wicky and O'Shmcnessy Story / 
By Rod Reed ~ 




6*'Wft/ riCKF0RD ''' exclaimed Mrs. 

w w Burke as she busied herself in 
the kitchen preparing the little tea cookies. 
"You'd better go visit Boit Bird." 

-Why?"' asked Wicky. 

"Because, this tea is very important to 
me and I don't want anything to spoil it. 
Besides, I don't believe Mrs. Tilliweller 
likes children very well." 

"Who's Mrs. Watzername?" 

"She's the president of our lodge and 
has charge of appointing delegates to the 
national convention. I want to be one of 
those delegates. It'll mean a nice trip for 
me. If Mrs. Tilliweller enjoys herself at 
tea today she'll be in a good mood and 
probably appoint me. Now, young man. you 
run along. It's almost time for the ladies 
to be here." 

Wicky had barely walked off the back 
step when the kitchen door flew open and 
his mother called him back, 

"Heavens," she said, "I nearly forgot the 
most important thing. Mrs. Tilliweller is 
on a diet and she takes saccharine in her 
tea. And there's not a grain of it in the 
house. Jump on your bike and go to the 
drugstore and get me a bottle, Wicky. 

"Can't go on my bike, it's gol a flat," 
Wicky said. 

"Then run !" exclaimed his mother. "Hur- 
ry. The ladies will be here any minute. 
Here's the money." 

"What's that stuff again?" asked Wicky. 

"Saccharine," said Mrs. Burke. "They're 
little white pills. Now hurry!" 

Wicky started running, then pulled up 
sharply. There in the street almost in front 
of his house, were Joy and Cappy. Joy was 
a cute little girl with black bangs and Cap- 
py was her spirited pony. 

"Hey Joy," cried Wtcky, "lend me your 
horse a frninute, would you? I've got to get 
to the drugstore in a hurry. Practically a 
matter of life and death. Would you let me 
ride him? Please?" 



Joy was an agreeable little girl. She 
readily assented. Wicky mounted and said, 
"Giddap, Cappy." 

The pony started ambling down the 
street at about half the speed Wicky'd have 
made on foot, but somehow, being mounted 
gave him the impression he was carrying 
out his mission with all dispatch. 

Then something happened to speed 
things up, Wicky's big shaggy dog, 
O'Shawnessy, plodding out of a side street, 
espied his master aboard the pony. 
O'Shawnessy made an understandable mis- 
take. He thought the pony was a large vil- 
lain, attempting to make off with O'Shaw- 
nessy *s beloved master. Unmindfui that he 
was outweighed, O'Shawnessy charged. 
He growled and kinged at Cappy's heels. 
The usually placid equine was so startled 
by this onslaught that he leaped sidewise, 
nearly unseating the young rider. Then 
the pony bohed and ran, with Wicky cling- 
ing to the saddle for dear life. 

EANWHILE. Mrs. Tilliweller and 
the other ladies had arrived for tea. 
Mrs. Burke bustled about and declared 
that tea would be ready in a few moments. 
Mrs. Tilliweller declared that she was just 
dying for a cup of tea. Mrs. Burke kept 
an anxious ear cocked for the sound of her 
son's returning footsteps. As minutes slip- 
ped by and Mrs. Tilliweller's manner be- 
came increasingly hostile, the worry lines 
wrinkled Mrs. Burke's forehead. 

After he had far outdistanced O'Shaw- 
nessy and lost the yapping dog completely, 
Cappy finally yielded to Wicky's pleas to 
"Whoa!" The boy finally cajoled his steed 
into turning and eventually they arrived 
at the drugstore. 

It Cannot be said that Wicky is a lad 
without presence of mind. Despite his re- 
cent harrowing experience, enough to have 
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addled a much older and wiser person, he 
remembered what to do. He remembered 
to dismount before entering the store, 

Unhappily, however^ he had forgotten 
something else. The name, "saccharine." 

"Gosh, it's on the tip of my tongue," he 
told the druggist. •'Begins with an V I 
thirrk. If you'd mention it, I'd remember." 
"What was if for?" asked the druggist. 
"It's white little pills and it's for a lady 
that's on a diet on account of she's too fat, 
I guess," the boy explained. 

"Something for reducing, no doubt," said 
the man, pressing a forefinger against his 
forehead. "Let me see . . ." 

Finally the storekeeper thought of a new 
patented preparation that was intended for 
use in the bath. A couple of pellets in the 
bath water, a half-hour's soak in the tub, 
and you were supposed to lose live pounds. 
He mentioned the name of this product to 
Wicky. It was: Soak-'er-Iean. 

"That's it!" exclaimed the boy. "Give me 
a bottle of that!" 

harassed Mrs. Burke was in too 
much of a hurry to look at labels. She 
hastily rolled three Soak-'er-Iean pills out 
of the bottle and dropped them into Mrs. 
Tilliweller's teacup. A moment later, Mrs. 
Tilliweller was spluttering like a geyser. 
Of course, if anybody had bothered to read 
it. he'd have seen right on the label "Not 
to be taken internally." Soak-'er-Iean, it 
appcirs. is non-poisonous but has a most 
horrible, bitter taste. 

Mis. Burke could not remember all that 
Mrs. Tilliweller said but she recalled 
enough to make her weep. Summed up, it 
was that the president of the lodge would 
never consider a practical joker a suitable 
delegate for an important and serious con- 

Wicky would have been very sad had he 
seen his mother sitting at the kitchen table, 
head in arms, sobbing like a little girl. But 
lie was spared this distressing sight be- 
cause he had worries of his own. During 
the brief moment when he had dismounted 
to hand in the Soak-'er-Iean, OShawnessy 
had once again snotted Cappy and was now 
chasing the pony in large circles around 
the neighborhood. Wicky finally subdued 
the canine with a headlong flying tackle. 
Cappy slowed and Wicky was able to leap 
on his back and turn him, heading down 
the street to where Joy was waiting half a 
block away. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Tilliweller, seeing red 
and nothing else, was marching away from 
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the Burke household. Head down, she 
stormed into the middle of the street, di- 
rectly in the path of a speeding car. The 
motorist would have no chance to stop or 
veer. 

But Wicky and Cappy were a few feet 
away. The boy leaned down, grabbed Mrs. 
Tilliweller's arm, and jerked her away 
from the car. Its fender barely brushed her 
dress as brakes squealed. 

The motorist got out of his car and walk- 
ed back toward them, mopping the moisture 
from his brow with a handkerchief. 
"Whew!" he exclaimed. "You're a real 
hero, boy. You saved this lady's life." 

"Saved my life?" asked Mrs, Tilliweller. 
astonished. 

"Certainly!" said the man. "The car'd 
have hit you head-on if he hadn't pulled 
you out of the way. I had no chance to 
stop I" 

Mrs. Tilliweller looked at Wicky through 
tears. "You saved my life! I can never 
thank you. But maybe; well, what is your 
name, boy?" 

"I'm Wicky Burke." ' 

"Burke? You live there?" She pointed 
at Wicky's house. 

The boy nodded. 

"Well, come along, boy. We're going to 
see your mother." 

1VHEN Mr. Burke came home for dinner 
one of the first things he asked was, 
"jHow'd your party go this afternoon. 

"It was a complete flop!" declared Mrs. 
Burke. But she was laughing. Her hus- 
band raised an eyebrow. Mrs. Burke ex- 
plained how Wicky had made the mistake 
of getting Soak-'er-Iean instead of sacchar- 
ine, adding. "Mrs. Tilliweller was mad as a 

"That boy! I'M have to speak sharply to 
him!" growled Mr. Burke. "Then I guess 
yot: won't be going . . ." 

"To the convention ? Oh. yes I will. And 
don't speak sharply to Wicky. He's a hero. 
He saved Mrs. Tilliweller's life and when 
she asked what reward he could have, he 
said the best possible reward for him would 
be for his mother to get to go to the con- 

THE END 



WICKY AND OSHAWNESSY en- 
tertain you every month in WHIZ 
COMICS! 
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SMOOTH, 40-ln, wing span fr»«-flighl conloil 
model. Designed especially far Ihe popular A. 
.099 «ngine. Eoiy to build. Plan No. 370, SO CI 





build and fly 

Ml models 



Thai's what ten* of thousands of well informed 
model builders throughout the country are 
laying — because lhat's what they're doing! 
Yes, Ml models built from FULL SIZE 
MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED plans are the best. 
And far good reasons. The models are 
original (you can't buy a similar kit), they're 
designed by experts (your guarantee for the 
utmost in perfection) and, what's more, 
the plans ore drawn so any model fan 
can easily complete the project. 
You'll build belter models for 
less with an Ml plan! 



A- 



iperl flying or parlor display. 
It BOO feet! Plan No. 368, 50 (I 



MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED Plans Ser 
Fowcett Building Greenwich, Connet 



PLEASE PRINT C 
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